BARBARIAN STORIES

excitement. 'My good friend,' said Alfenius, 'do you
realize who has been speaking to you? Try and be
reasonable. We are not going to hurt your town.
What are you afraid of?'

'There is nothing here for you!' said the Briton,
red in the face and swinging his hands about. 'We do
you no harm - why should you come? This is Mai
Dun and it does not choose to have strangers in it!'

'Amazing, these barbarians!' said Petellius under
his breath to his brother.

But Alfenius had suddenly gone quite close to the
Chief, he spoke in Latin, loud and sharp with sur-
prise: 'Fastidius! You're Fastidius!'

The Chief blinked and said nothing for a moment
or two, then in the civilized tongue, but weakly and
haltingly: 'I remember you. But now I am Festydd
again. You should go away.'

'By Bacchus, no!' said the Roman, 'Festydd or
Fastidius, you've won too much good money off me
cock-fighting in London to send ine packing the
moment we meet again!'

Festydd looked round quickly, as if he hoped a hole
might open for him, then shouted to the woman who
was still hanging about in the doorway behind to
bring drink. 'I was lucky sometimes,' he said jump-
ily, and came half a pace nearer. They could smell
the unwashed sheep-skins he wore, greyish and
greasy, and see the gold twisted ring he wore on his
chest heave up and down. The woman brought
wooden cups and mead in a copper-bound jug.
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